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Dear Booklovers and Attendees of my 2017-2018 BER seminars, 
 
Thank you for attending my annual children’s literature seminar. I hope you had a great time and will be 
able to use lots of the children’s books, activities and suggestions I recommended in your own classroom 
or library.  
 
As you know, every year, out of the 100+ children’s books I select as my best of the best, I look for 
stories that would make wonderful Reader’s Theater plays. This year, there were EIGHT terrific books 
for which I wrote scripts, assuming I would never be able to get permission for all of them from their 
different author and publishers. Well, guess what! I got permission to use all eight! That’s 55 pages 
worth of plays, for which I simply ran out of room in my new, already-bursting-at-the-seams BER 
Handbook for my 2017-2018 seminars. 
 
To make it easy for you to print them out and make copies for your students to act out, the folks at BER 
reproduced and posted all eight of them here, including the three we had to leave out of the handbook for 
space purposes (Goldenlocks and the Three Pirates by April Jones Prince, Jack and the Beanstalk and the 
French Fries by Mark Teague, and Thousand Star Hotel by the Okee Dokee Brothers). 
 
We all know there are not so many quick fixes in turning children into readers, don’t we? Well, Reader’s 
Theater is one of them. If you’re searching for a painless, effective way to get your children reading aloud 
with comprehension, expression, fluency, public speaking skills, and, most important, joy, Reader’s 
Theater is a miracle.  
 
After you read these books aloud to your children, simply hand out photocopied play scripts of the story 
and assign a part for each child. Then have them read the script aloud and act it out. You don’t need 
props, costumes, or scenery, unless you want them. That’s it? Pretty much. (Refer to  the “Using Reader’s 
Theater” pages in my What’s New in Children’s Literature handbook for more details.) It’s the process 
that’s important here, not a finished product. And then magic happens. 

 
As students follow along in their scripts of a story they’ve already read or heard you read aloud, they 
become more deeply invested in the unfolding of its plot. They interact and bond with their fellow actors 
and respond to them in character, walking for a short time in their characters’ shoes. By participating in 
an activity they love, they become more proficient and self-confident as readers and as performers. 

 
If you are looking for a way to enhance your students’ presentation skills and get them working together 
in harmony as a cohesive group; to encourage them enunciate when they speak and to listen to what 
others have to say; to get to the heart of a story; to boost self esteem; and to hone a host of reading skills, 
here you go! Reader’s Theater is your free ticket to change lives and raise contented, fulfilled, and 
motivated children. Watch your children’s reading scores soar while they think they’re just having a great 
time. Kids thrive, even the quiet ones (sometimes especially the quiet ones), on the thrill of being a star 
for a little while. 



 
When deciding on a book or excerpt to transform into a script, I consider my own Freeman’s Five 
Essential Ingredients. For the elementary school audience, a story should have: 

 
1. Peppy dialogue 
2. A little action 
3. Laugh out loud parts 
4. Lively narration 
5. Enough roles for all 

 
I hope you will have a marvelous time acting out some of these stories and fiction book excerpts with 
your group. Try writing one or two of your own Reader’s Theater scripts from books you’ve read to your 
kids. If you write just one or two a year, you’ll soon have a drawer-full to add to your treasure chest of 
great teaching strategies. 
 
Sincerely, 
 

 
Judy Freeman 
 

 
JUDY FREEMAN (www.JudyReadsBooks.com) is a well-
known consultant, writer, and speaker on children's literature, 
storytelling, and all aspects of librarianship. A former school 
librarian, she gives conferences, workshops, speeches, and 
performances throughout the U.S. and the world for teachers, 
librarians, parents, and children, and is a national seminar 
presenter for BER (Bureau of Education and Research; 
www.BER.org). Judy served as a member of the 2014 
Caldecott Committee, the 2000 Newbery Committee, and the 
2008 Sibert Committee. 
Her book, Once Upon a Time: Using Storytelling, Creative 
Drama, and Reader's Theater with Children in Grades PreK-
6 (Libraries Unlimited, 2007) won the 2009 Anne Izard 
Storyteller's Choice Award. Judy’s latest books are The 
Handbook for Storytellers and The Handbook for Storytime 
Programs, with Caroline Feller Bauer (ALA Editions, 2015) 
and The 2017 Winners! Handbook: A Closer Look at the Top-
Rated Children’s Books of 2016 (available only from Bound 
to Stay Bound Books, www.btsb.com) 
 
 
  



Give Me Back My Book 1 

A Reader's Theater Script for 
 

Give Me Back My Book! 
 

Written and illustrated by Travis Foster and 
Ethan Long 

 
Reader's Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman 

(www.JudyReadsBooks.com) 
 

(For grades 1-3) 
 
From GIVE ME BACK MY BOOK!, written and illustrated by Travis Foster and Ethan Long. 
Text and illustrations © 2017 by Travis Foster and Ethan Long. Used with Permission from 
Chronicle Books LLC, San Francisco. Visit www.ChronicleBooks.com.  
 
 
ROLES: Redd, Bloo, Bookworm 
 
 
HELPFUL ADVICE: When you photocopy this script, be sure to number the pages and run it single-
sided so actors have an easier time keeping their places when it’s time to turn the page. Double-sided 
scripts are confusing for children to follow. Explain and demonstrate how the actors can make use of the 
stage directions, which are written in italics and enclosed in parentheses, even though they do not actually 
read them aloud during the play. You can have children act out this script in trios. If you like, have 
children construct headbands for their character—red for Redd, blue for Bloo, and orange for Bookworm. 
(If you want to get fancy, draw on the headbands big, black-framed glasses for Redd, long blue ears for 
Bloo, or a big lavender flower for Bookworm.) Each trio will need to use a book with a green cover (or 
you can simply have them fold a piece of green construction paper in half). For Redd and Bloo’s box of 
book-making supplies, each trio can assemble a box with crayons, paper, scissors, pencils, or simply 
pantomime using them to make their new book. 
 
 
 
BOOKWORM: Our story is called Give Me Back My Book!. It is based on the 

book by Travis Foster and Ethan Long. I am Bookworm. I love 
to read. 

 
REDD: I’m Redd. I love to read. Look, here is my new green book. 

(holds up green book) 
 
BLOO: I’m Bloo. I love to read, too. Hey, wait a second, Redd. That’s 

MY book. 
 
REDD: I beg your pardon, Bloo, but this book is mine.  
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BLOO: No! My book is green and has lots of pages. I’m 100% sure that 

is MY BOOK! 
 
REDD: Well, as you can see, I have a green book, too. It also has many 

pages, but not as many as yours, I suppose.  
 
BLOO: (glares angrily at Redd) I want my book. 
 
REDD: (pushes Bloo away with one arm) Then go find it. 
 
BLOO: Oh, I found it! Right . . . THERE! (points at Redd’s green 

book) 
 
REDD: I cannot part with my green book. It has a hard cover, a nice 

spine, the pages turn from right to left. And, if you are 
adventurous, from left to right. 

 
BLOO: All books have that! 
 
REDD: There are letters on each page and they are gathered together to 

form words that have meaning when you read them! 
 
BLOO: ALL books do that! 
 
REDD: Oh, yes, but my book has a table of contents, funny little 

things called chapters, and every now and again there is 
something called an illustration. 

 
BLOO: Mine has ALL OF THOSE THINGS! 
 
REDD: Wait! Does yours have a bent page? 
 
BLOO: YES! I bent that page! 
 
REDD: Well, you shouldn’t have! 
 
BLOO: A-HA! It IS my book! 
 
REDD: It is mine now! (holds book up) 
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BLOO: No, it’s MINE! Let go NOW! (grabs book)) 
 
REDD: GIVE IT TO ME! LET GO! 
 
BLOO: GET YOUR HANDS OFF OF IT! 
 
REDD: I MEAN IT! 
 
BLOO: HAND IT OVER! 
 
REDD: IT IS MY BOOK! 
 
BLOO: GIVE ME BACK MY BOOK! 
 
BOOKWORM: (pops out of hole and grabs book from Redd and Bloo) HA! 

(starts to inch away with the book) 
 
REDD: (jumps back in surprise) Get back here, Bookworm! 
 
BLOO: (jumps back in surprise) Bring back that book! 
 
BOOKWORM: Hee hee! This is MY book! 
 
REDD: (gets an idea) Hey, Bloo, here’s what we can do. (whispers in 

Bloo’s ear) Pss Pss Pss Pss Pss Pss Pss. 
 
BLOO: Let’s do it! (high-fives Redd) 
 
REDD & BLOO: (pull out a box of supplies: crayons, paper, scissors, pencils) 

We’ll make a whole new book! 
 
BLOO: This will make the perfect bait! 
 
REDD: Yes! The cover, spine, and pages will be hard to resist. 
 
REDD:  (holds up piece of paper) The letters will be too beautiful to 

look away from! 
 
BLOO: (holds up a pencil) The words will blow her mind! 
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REDD: She’ll adore the table of contents! She’ll drool over the 

chapters! 
 
BLOO: (draws with a crayon) The illustrations will make her eyes 

explode! 
 
REDD: Is that a bent page? OH MY! 
 
BLOO: Heh, heh!  
 
REDD: (Redd and Bloo, their backs to Bookworm, read together) Ooh! 

Such suspense! Wow! This is such a great book! 
 
BLOO: It may be the best book ever! 
 
BOOKWORM: (pops up behind them) That sounds like an amazing book. I’ll 

trade you this green book for that book. 
 
REDD: Well . . . I don’t know. This is a pretty great book!  
 
BOOKWORM: PLEASE?! 
 
BLOO: OK. Bring it over here and we’ll trade you. 
 
BOOKWORM: (hands green book to them) Here you go. 
 
REDD & BLOO: (Redd grabs the book and the two start to run off) HA! 
 
REDD: We got our book back, Bloo! 
 
BLOO: Woo-hoo! I can’t wait to read our book! 
 
REDD: (stops running) Wait. Did we say “OUR” book? 
 
BLOO: Yes! I think we did! 
 
REDD: OUR green book! With a cover and letters and words! 
 
BLOO: And that silly BENT PAGE! 
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REDD: (hugs book) I love our book! 
 
BLOO: (hugs book, too) Me, too! (the two start reading the book 

together) Hey, Redd! Those are MY glasses! 
 
REDD: You don’t wear glasses, Bloo. 
 
BLOO: Oh, yeah. 
 
REDD & BLOO: (fall asleep reading their green book) 
 
BOOKWORM: (reading the book Redd and Bloo wrote) This is the BEST 

BOOK EVER! 
 
  



Go Sleep in Your Own Bed 1 

A Reader’s Theater Script for 
Go Sleep in Your Own Bed! 

(For grades 1-2) 
 
Reader’s Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman 
(www.JudyReadsBooks.com) of Go Sleep in Your 
Own Bed!, written by Candace Fleming, 
illustrated by Lori Nichols (Schwartz & Wade, 
2017). Adapted from GO SLEEP IN YOUR OWN 
BED! by Candace Fleming, copyright © 2017 by 
Candace Fleming. Used by permission of 
Schwartz & Wade Books, an imprint of Random 
House Children’s Books, a division of Random 
House, Inc. 
 
 
ROLES:  Narrators 1-4, Child, Pig, Cow, Chicken, Horse, Sheep, Cat 
 
NOTE: When you photocopy this script, be sure to number the pages and run it single-sided. 
Double-sided scripts are confusing for children to follow. If you are acting the story out with a 
larger class, have two sets of narrators, and/or have more than one person play each animal. 
You might want to make hand or stick puppets or headbands for each animal so cast members 
know who’s who.  
 
 
 
NARRATOR 1: Presenting the story,  
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Go Sleep in Your Own Bed! 
 
NARRATORS 2: Written by Candace Fleming and illustrated by Lori 

Nichols. 
 
NARRATOR 3: Inside the farmhouse, a child was in bed, reading a 

bedtime book.  
 
CHILD: Yawn! (closes the book) Time to sleep. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Snuggled in.  
 
NARRATORS 2-3: Snuggled down. 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Bedtime on the farm. 
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NARRATOR 1: Outside the farmhouse . . .   
 
NARRATOR 2: Piggy toddled to his sty.  
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Waddley-jog, waddley-jog. 
 
PIG: Yawn! 
 
NARRATOR 3: But when he plopped down . . .  
 
COW: MOOO! 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Who do you think he found? 
 
COW: It’s me—Cow! 
 
PIG: Get up, Cow! 
 
NARRATOR 4: Squealed Pig. 
 
PIG: Go sleep in your own bed! 
 
COW: Oh, hayseeds! 
 
NARRATOR 1: And she tromped to her stall . . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Clompety-stomp, clompety-stomp. 
 
COW: Yawn! 
 
NARRATOR 2: But when she plopped down . . .  
 
HEN: BWAAAAK! 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Who do you think she found? 
 
HEN: It’s me–Hen! 
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COW: Get up, Hen! 
 
NARRATOR 3: Bellowed Cow. 
 
COW: Go sleep in your own bed! 
 
HEN: Oh, fluff and feathers! 
 
NARRATOR 4: And she straggled to her coop . . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Peckedy-droop, peckedy-droop. 
 
NARRATOR 1: But when she nestled down . . .  
 
HORSE: NAAAAY! 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Who do you think she found? 
 
HORSE: It’s me–Horse! 
 
HEN: Get up, Horse! 
 
NARRATOR 2: Squawked Hen. 
 
HEN: Go sleep in your own bed! 
 
HORSE: Oh, w-w-w-h-o-o-o-a is me! 
 
NARRATOR 3: Whickered Horse. 
 
NARRATOR 4: And he shambled to his stable . . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Cloppety-plod, cloppedy-plod. 
 
NARRATOR 1: But when he settled down . . .  
 
SHEEP: MEHHHHH! 
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NARRATORS 1-4: Who do you think he found? 
 
SHEEP: It’s me–Sheep! 
 
HORSE: Get up, Sheep! 
 
NARRATOR 2: Whinnied Horse. 
 
HORSE: Go sleep in your own bed! 
 
SHEEP: Oh, baaah-ther! 
 
NARRATOR 3: Bleated Sheep. 
 
NARRATOR 4: And she stumbled to her pen . . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Trippety-slump, trippety-slump. 
 
NARRATOR 1: But when she huddled down . . .  
 
DOG: ARRR-ROOOOF! 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Who do you think she found? 
 
DOG: It’s me—Dog! 
 
SHEEP: Get up, Dog! 
 
NARRATOR 2: Baaed Sheep. 
 
SHEEP: Go sleep in your own bed! 
 
DOG: Oh, bark and bellyache! 
 
NARRATOR 3: Whined Dog. 
 
NARRATOR 4: And he padded to his kennel . . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Sniffety-drag, sniffety-drag.  
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NARRATOR 1: But when he flopped down . . .  
 
CAT: MEEEEOOOW! 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Who do you think he found? 
 
CAT: It’s me—Cat! 
 
DOG: Get up, Cat! 
 
NARRATOR 2: Woofed Dog. 
 
DOG: Go sleep in your own bed! 
 
CAT: Oh, drat! 
 
NARRATOR 3: Mewed Cat. 
 
NARRATOR 4: And she tiptoed to her spot on the porch. . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Pittery-pat, pittery-pat. 
 
NARRATOR 1: But when she cuddled down . . .  
 
CHILD: Here, kitty, kitty! 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Who do you think she found? 
 
CHILD: Oh, there you are, kitty. Come sleep in my bed! 
 
NARRATOR 2: Snuggled in.  
 
NARRATORS 3-4: Snuggled down. 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Bedtime on the farm. 
 
CHILD AND CAT: YAWN! AHHHH! (they close their eyes and sleep) 
 
  



Goldenlocks and the Three Pirates 1 

A Reader’s Theater Script for 
Goldenlocks and the Three Pirates 

 
By April Jones Prince; 

Illustrated by Steven Salerno 
 

(For Grades 1-4) 
 
Reader’s Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman 
(www.JudyReadsBooks.com); reprinted with permission of the 
publisher, Farrar Straus Giroux Books for Young Readers. 
 
From GOLDENLOCKS AND THE THREE PIRATES, © 2017 by April Jones Prince. Illustrations 
© 2017 by Steven Salerno. Reprinted by permission of Margaret Ferguson Books, Farrar Straus 
Giroux Books for Young Readers, an imprint of Macmillan Publishing Group, LLC, a division of 
Holtzbrinck Publishing Holdings Limited. 
 
 
ROLES:  Narrator 1, Narrator 2, Narrator 3, Narrator 4, Narrator 5, Papa, Mama, 

Baby, Goldenlocks 
 
 
NOTE: If you need more parts, add five more narrators. (When you hand out parts, say, “You are 
Narrator 1 on pages 1-3, and you are Narrator 1 on pages 4-6.”) Because Goldenlock’s part is so large, 
you could assign it to two actors, one for pages 2 through the first line on page four, and the other from 
there to the end. 

Be sure to explain how stage directions are written in parentheses and in italics, to be followed by 
the actors but not to be read aloud. When you photocopy this or any script, run it single-sided. Double-
sided scripts are confusing for children to follow. 
 
 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: Ahoy, ye scallywags! Heave ho! 
 
NARRATOR 1: Presenting the story, Goldenlocks and the Three Pirates. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Ooohhh! Shiver me timbers! 
 
NARRATOR 3: Our story comes from the book written by April Jones Prince and 

illustrated by Steven Salerno.  
 
NARRATOR 4: It may put you in mind of another story you know. 
 
NARRATOR 5: Aye! That it might. Ready? And away we go. 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: Once upon a seaworthy sloop, there lived three pirates. 
 
NARRATOR 1: The big one was the pilfering Papa pirate. 
 
PAPA: ARRGH!  
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NARRATOR 2: The medium-sized one was the menacing Mama pirate. 
 
MAMA: AYE! 
 
NARRATOR 3: And the small one was the bonny Baby pirate-in-training. 
 
BABY: AHOY! 
 
NARRATOR 4: Now, Mama was cunning with a cutlass, but puzzled by pots and pans. 
 
NARRATOR 5: She was clever with a cannon, but not so helpful with a hammer and 

nails.  
 
NARRATOR 1: And her sewing—well, it was atrocious. 
 
NARRATOR 2: But one morning, Mama was so terribly tired of hardtack, she decided to 

make gruel for breakfast. It did not go well. 
 
MAMA: Flaming blazes! The gruel just boiled over the edge of the pot! 
 
BABY: Mama, could we hire a cook? 
 
MAMA: We don’t need no stinking crew! 
 
NARRATOR 3: With a glare as cold as an Arctic breeze, she slopped the rest of the burnt 

and gloppy gruel into bowls. 
 
PAPA: Aye. Heave ho! We’ll row the dinghy ashore for fresh water while the 

gruel cools. 
 
NARRATOR 4: And off they set, with Mama at the oars, Papa checking their course with 

his spyglass, and Baby waving his little wooden sword. 
 
NARRATOR 5: As it happened, a handy but lonesome lass named Goldenlocks was out 

for a row in the same craggy harbor. 
 
NARRATOR 1: She caught a whiff of Mama’s gruel and was drawn to the scent like a 

pirate to treasure. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Goldenlocks followed her nose to the larger boat, hauled her anchor 

overboard, and clambered from her rowboat onto the creaky ship. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Hello? Anyone here? 
 
NARRATOR 3: Silence. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: (sighs) I was hoping for some company. 
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NARRATOR 4: Her eyes brightened as she spied the three bowls of gruel. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: There’s the breakfast I smelled! I’m sure the good sailors who man this 

ship won’t mind if I have a taste. 
 
NARRATOR 5: She popped a spoonful from the big bowl into her gob. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Yikes! It’s hot as cannon fire! And nasty, too! 
 
NARRATOR 1: Then Goldenlocks tried the gruel in the medium-sized bowl. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Yeesh! This one’s cold as cave moss and tastes no better. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Finally, she sampled the gruel in the small bowl. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: It needs . . . something. 
 
NARRATOR 3: She grabbed a tin of nutmeg and added a pinch to the bowl before 

tasting the gruel again. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Yes! To a T! Just right! 
 
NARRATOR 4: And most of the mess was down the hatch in an instant. 
 
NARRATOR 5: Her belly now full, Goldenlocks scanned her surroundings. 
 
NARRATOR 1: Never having been on a real sloop before, she was, of course, wildly 

curious. 
 
NARRATOR 2:  She ventured belowdecks, where she found three stools. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: I’m sure the fine owners of this ship won’t mind if I rest for a minute. 
 
NARRATOR 3:  She settled herself on the largest stool. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Yikes! It’s as hard as a turtle shell! 
 
NARRATOR 4: Then she tried the medium-sized stool. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Yeesh! It’s as soft as chicken feathers. That won’t do. 
 
NARRATOR 5: Finally, she sat down on the small stool. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: YES! To a T! Just right! 
 
NARRATOR 1: But things were shipshape for only an instant before the shaky stool 

smashed to smithereens. 
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GOLDENLOCKS: Ouch! (rubs her rear) Someone ought to fix that! 
 
NARRATOR 2: Finding a mallet, nails, wood, and some tar, Goldenlocks set to work. 

Soon the stool was as sturdy as a sea chest. 
 
NARRATOR 3: Next, Goldenlocks scurried starboard, where she found three hammocks. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Surely the kind seamen who sleep here won’t mind if I take a nap after 

all that hammering. 
 
NARRATOR 4: She climbed into the largest hammock. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Yikes! This hammock is tight as a stopper knot. 
 
NARRATOR 5: Then she tried the medium-sized hammock. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Yeesh! This one’s as loose as hand-me-down britches! 
 
NARRATOR 1: Finally, Goldenlocks turned to the small hammock, torn and lying on the 

deck like a fallen vine. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Yowza! Everything needs patching up around here! 
 
NARRATOR 2: With a nearby needle and thread, she sewed and stitched, and the canvas 

was nifty in no time. 
 
NARRATOR 3: She rigged the ropes and rehung the hammock. 
 
NARRATOR 4: At last, Goldenlocks tumbled into the small bed. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Yes. To a T. Just ri-i-i-ght. (falls asleep) 
 
NARRATOR 5: She was fast asleep before you could say “shut-eye.” 
 
NARRATOR 1: Now you may have nearly forgotten about those three menacing pirates. 
 
NARRATOR 2: If you climbed to the ratlines of the crow’s nest, you’d see they are just 

now rowing back home for their morning grub.  
 
NARRATOR 3: Papa, Mama, and bonny Baby hoisted themselves onto the main deck 

and headed straight for their breakfast. 
 
PAPA: Shiver me timbers, someone’s been eating me gruel! 
 
MAMA: Aye, Papa, someone’s been eating my gruel, too! 
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BABY: Someone’s been eating my gruel, as well! And most of it’s in their 

stomach quarters! 
 
NARRATOR 4: Mama leaned close, sniffed, and stuck her finger into Baby’s bowl for a 

taste. 
 
MAMA: This has been doctored with something better than bilge water. I shoulda 

thought of that. That’s right good plunder. 
 
PAPA: Let’s find the filthy scalawag who’s beached our bow! 
 
NARRATOR 5: He stomped belowdecks, followed closely by Mama and Baby.  
 
PAPA: Shiver me timbers, someone’s been eating sitting on me stool! 
 
MAMA: Aye, someone’s been sitting on me stool, too! 
 
BABY: Someone’s been sitting on me stool, as well! And they made it into a 

real chair! 
 
MAMA: That stool didn’t need fixing. I coulda done that . . . 
 
PAPA: The rogue’s nearby. Me tattoo is tingling! 
 
NARRATOR 1: Papa followed the prickly sensation, slinking toward the sleeping 

quarters. 
 
PAPA: Shiver me timbers, someone’s been sleeping in me hammock!  
 
MAMA: Aye, someone’s been sleeping in me hammock, too! 
 
BABY: Someone’s been sleeping in me hammock, as well! And they strung it 

back up—all good and cozy-like! 
 
MAMA: I woulda got to that . . . 
 
BABY: But why is me bed bulging like a bag of gold bullion?  
 
NARRATOR 2: At that moment, Goldenlock’s eyes snapped open to find the three 

scoundrels sizing her up.  
 
BABY: Did you mend me bed? 
 
PAPA: Did you sort his stool? 
 
MAMA: Did you soup up me gruel? 
  



Goldenlocks and the Three Pirates 6 

 
PAPA, MAMA & BABY: HOW DARE YE?! 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: Why—yes. I did. Everything’s a bit ragged around here, you know. 

Someone had to fix things. 
 
NARRATOR 3: She sat up, gathering a better view of her visitors. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: (gasps) Are you . . . pirates? Where’s your crew? 
 
PAPA: We don’t need no stinking crew! 
 
NARRATOR 4: But a glimmer grew in Mama’s eyes. 
 
MAMA: Say, lassie, you’re handy to a T. Our family could do with a gal like you. 

How about turning pirate?  
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Once upon a seaworthy sloop, there lived FOUR pirates. 
 
NARRATOR 1: The big one was the pilfering Papa pirate. 
 
PAPA: ARRGH! 
 
NARRATOR 2: The medium-sized one was the menacing Mama pirate. 
 
MAMA: AYE! 
 
NARRATOR 3: The small one was the bonny Baby pirate-in-training. 
 
BABY: AHOY! 
 
NARRATOR 4: And the handy one was the curious and competent Goldenlocks pirate. 
 
GOLDENLOCKS: YES! To a T. Just right! 
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A Reader's Theater Script for 
 
Jack and the Beanstalk and the French Fries 

 
Reader's Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman 

(www.JudyReadsBooks.com)  
(For grades 1-4) 

 
 
Adapted from Jack and the Beanstalk and the French Fries, written and illustrated by Mark 
Teague, published by Orchard Books, 2017; adapted by permission of Orchard Books, an imprint 
of Scholastic Inc. 
 
 
ROLES:  Narrator 1, Narrator 2, Narrator 3, Narrator4, Narrator 5, Jack, Mother, 

Stranger, Child 1, Child 2, Child 3, Mrs. Giant, Mr. Giant 
 
NOTE: When you photocopy this script, be sure to number the pages and run it single-sided. 
Double-sided scripts are confusing for children to follow. If you need more parts, add five (or 
even ten) more narrators. (When you hand out parts, say, “You are Narrator 1 on pages 1-5, and 
you are Narrator 1 on pages 6-9.”) You will want to familiarize children with the original 
English fairy tale, “Jack and the Beanstalk” so they can compare and contrast it with Mark 
Teague’s most amusing revision. 
 
 
NARRATOR 1: Introducing our story, 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: Jack and the Beanstalk and the French Fries, 
 
NARRATOR 2: From the book of the same title, written and illustrated by 

Mark Teague. 
 
NARRATOR 3: It may remind you of a story you’ve heard before. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Jack lived with his mother in a small house at the edge of 

a village. 
 
NARRATOR 5:  They were very poor. 
 
NARRATOR 1:  They were so poor that when their cow stopped giving 

milk, Jack’s mother feared that they would starve. 
 
MOTHER: Quickly, son, take the cow to market and sell her for as 

much as you can. Everything depends on it. 
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NARRATOR 2:  Jack headed off with the cow in tow. 
 
NARRATOR 3:  After a while he stopped to rest, and when he did, a 

stranger appeared. 
 
STRANGER: I will trade you these magic beans for your cow. 
 
JACK: Magic beans! You must think I’m a dodo. 
 
STRANGER: Not at all. And these beans are quite magical. Plant them 

and you will have all that you desire. 
 
JACK: Honest? 
 
NARRATOR 4:  What Jack really desired at the moment was food. 
 
STRANGER: Honest. 
 
NARRATOR 5:  So they made the deal and Jack returned home with the 

beans. 
 
MOTHER: Foolish boy! You have ruined us! 
 
NARRATOR 1:  She tossed the beans out the window and sent Jack to bed 

without any supper. 
 
NARRATOR 2:  When he awoke the next morning, a strange light filled 

Jack’s room. 
 
NARRATOR 3:  Giant leaves poked through the window. 
 
NARRATOR 4:  Jack stuck his head out and saw an enormous beanstalk 

growing in the backyard. 
 
JACK: Ma! Check out the beanstalk! 
 
MOTHER: I already did! And look. I made us bean porridge for 

breakfast! 
 
NARRATOR 5:  Jack ate the porridge. It wasn’t the best thing ever, but it 

beat starving. 
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JACK: Well, I guess our problem is starved. 
 
NARRATOR 1:  Jack headed off to school. 
 
NARRATOR 2:  After that, Jack and his mother ate beans all the time. 
 
NARRATOR 3:  They ate bean salad and bean soup, pickled beans and 

refried beans, baked beans, minced beans, mashed beans, 
breaded beans, bean sprouts, and bean dip. 

 
NARRATOR 4:  After a while Jack grew tired of beans. He dreamed of 

burgers. He dreamed of French fries. 
 
JACK: Couldn’t we have something else?  
 
MOTHER: Why would we want anything else? Beans are nutritious 

and delicious and, best of all, they’re free. Eat your bean 
chowder. 

 
NARRATOR 5:  And thanks to the magic beanstalk, there were always 

more of them. The stalk produced enormous quantities of 
gigantic beans. 

 
NARRATOR 1:  They grew through the spring, the summer, and the fall. 

Even in winter, they kept coming. 
 
NARRATOR 2:  Jack’s mother shared beans with the neighbors and the 

neighbors’ neighbors and the neighbors’ neighbors’ 
neighbors. 

 
NARRATOR 3:  Soon the entire village was eating them. At first everyone 

seemed grateful, but the feeling didn’t last. 
 
NARRATOR 4:  At dinnertime, Jack could hear the howls of children 

from blocks away. 
 
CHILDREN: PLEASE! NO MORE BEANS! 
 
NARRATOR 5:  School was even worse. Kids glared at him over their 

bean-filled lunches. 
 
CHILD 1: It’s all your fault! 
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CHILD 2: You never should have planted that thing! 
 
JACK: I didn’t. Not really. 
 
CHILD 3: We don’t believe you. 
 
NARRATOR 1:  Big kids threw bean sandwiches at him. 
 
NARRATOR 2:  Bullies chased him home from school. 
 
JACK: This has to stop, but I don’t know what to do. 
 
NARRATOR 3:  On his birthday, Jack was given a beanbag, a bean 

shooter, and a slice of bean cake topped with a dollop of 
ice bean. 

 
JACK: That does it! That beanstalk has to go! 
 
NARRATOR 4:  Next morning, he grabbed a hatchet and stomped outside. 

He was about to give the stalk a good whack when the 
stranger appeared once again. 

 
STRANGER: Wait! Aren’t you curious what’s up there? 
 
JACK: I know what’s up there. More beans! 
 
STRANGER: Don’t be foolish. Climb. Here. I’ll give you a boost. 
 
NARRATOR 5:  Just then an angry mob appeared at the end of the street.  
 
NARRATOR 1:  Among them were the worst bullies from school. They 

carried torches and pitchforks. 
 
CHILDREN: NO MORE BEANS! NO MORE BEANS! 
 
NARRATOR 2:  One of them spotted Jack. 
 
CHILD 1: Look! It’s the bean kid! 
 
CHILD 2: That kid, Jack. 
 
CHILD 3: All these beans are all his fault.  
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CHILDREN: Let’s get him! 
 
JACK: Okay, mister. I’ll climb! 
 
NARRATOR 3:  Jack handed his hatchet to the stranger and scrambled up 

the beanstalk. 
 
CHILD 1: He’s climbing the beanstalk! 
 
CHILD 2: He’s getting away! 
 
CHILD 3: We’ll be waiting down here for you, Jack! 
 
CHILDREN: NO MORE BEANS! NO MORE BEANS! 
 
NARRATOR 4:  Up and up he went until the village looked small below 

him. Jack wasn’t crazy about heights, but bullies were 
worse. 

 
NARRATOR 5:  He kept climbing. The beanstalk disappeared into a 

cloud. 
 
JACK: I sure am hungry—except for beans. 
 
NARRATOR 1:  There was nothing to eat and no way to go but up. 
 
NARRATOR 2:  Finally, the beanstalk arrived at the top of a cliff. From 

there, a path wandered off into the distance. 
 
NARRATOR 3:  Jack followed the path until he came to the front door of 

a big castle. 
 
NARRATOR 4:  Hunger made him bold. 
 
JACK: There must be food in here. 
 
NARRATOR 5:  He slipped inside. Jack wandered gloomy hallways until 

he came to an immense kitchen. 
 
NARRATOR 1:  A giant woman stood at a wooden table. She was canning 

beans.  
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JACK: Ugh. Beans. 
 
MRS. GIANT: What are you doing here? 
 
JACK: I was hoping for something to eat. 
 
MRS. GIANT: Silly boy! Don’t you know where you are? My husband 

is a giant. He’s twice as big as me. And lately he’s been 
very grumpy. 

 
JACK: I’ll bet it’s the beans. 
 
MRS. GIANT: Don’t be ridiculous. Beans are nutritious and delicious 

and, best of all, they’re free. 
 
NARRATOR 2:  But Jack was right. Ever since the mighty stalk had 

appeared, the Giants had been eating nothing but beans. 
And Mr. Giant was sick of them. 

 
MR. GIANT: (stomping loudly as he walks into kitchen) FEE FI FO—

Say, what’s for lunch? 
 
MRS. GIANT: (to Jack) Quick! You must hide! 
 
NARRATOR 3:  Jack dove headfirst into a flour barrel. A moment later, 

Mr. Giant strode into the kitchen. 
 
MR. GIANT: Boy, am I hungry. 
 
MRS. GIANT: Good! I made you a nice bean salad. 
 
MR. GIANT: Bean salad! But all we ever have is beans. AND I 

HATE BEANS! 
 
MRS. GIANT: We love beans. And they’re good for you. How do you 

think you got so big? 
 
MR. GIANT: Dunno. But you eat ‘em and you’re puny.  
 
MRS. GIANT: I’m busy. Now eat your salad and stop complaining! 
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NARRATOR 4:  The giant ate, but he didn’t stop complaining. 
 
MR. GIANT: Beans! What I wouldn’t give for a plate of French 

fries!  
 
JACK: Hear, hear! 
 
MR. GIANT: What was that? 
 
MRS. GIANT: Nothing! 
 
MR. GIANT: I know what I heard! And it came from that flour 

barrel! 
 
NARRATOR 5:  The giant stomped over to the barrel and plucked Jack up 

by his feet. He turned to his wife. 
 
MR. GIANT: What is this?  
 
MRS. GIANT: It’s just a boy. He was looking for something to eat. 
 
MR. GIANT: Maybe he is something to eat. Look, he’s already 

breaded.  
 
MRS. GIANT: Don’t be disgusting! 
 
JACK: Yes. Don’t be disgusting! 
 
NARRATOR 1:  The giant set Jack on the table, but he was still angry. 
 
MR. GIANT: You know what is disgusting? BEANS!  
 
NARRATOR 2:  He dumped a bushel of beans on his head. 
 
MR. GIANT: You see? Disgusting! BEANS!  
 
NARRATOR 3:  He overturned another bushel and then another. He 

picked up great handfuls of beans and tossed them in the 
air. 

  



Jack & the Beanstalk & the French Fries 8 

 
NARRATOR 4:  Soon beans were flying everywhere. Jack joined in. They 

made a terrific mess. 
 
JACK &MR. GIANT: NO MORE BEANS! NO MORE BEANS! 
 
MRS. GIANT: STOP! Both of you should be ashamed. If you don’t like 

beans, plant something else! 
 
JACK: Plant? 
 
MR. GIANT: Something else? 
 
MRS. GIANT: A vegetable garden, you ninnies! With potatoes, for 

instance.  
 
MR. GIANT: Why taters? 
 
JACK: To make French fries! Of course! We’ll plant some right 

away. 
 
MRS. GIANT: First you’ll clean this kitchen! 
 
NARRATOR 5:  Which they did. As soon as they were done, they headed 

down the beanstalk. 
 
NARRATOR 1:  The bullies were waiting at the bottom. 
 
CHILDREN: There he is! Let’s get him! 
 
NARRATOR 2:  Jack wasn’t worried. 
 
JACK: Well, hi! Meet my new friend! 
 
CHILD 1: Whoa. That’s your friend? 
 
CHILD 2: That’s one big dude. 
 
CHILD 3: We were just kidding, Jack. No hard feelings, okay? 
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NARRATOR 3:  Once the uproar died down and the bullies went home, 

Jack and the giant spent the rest of the day planting a 
garden. 

 
MR. GIANT: GROW! 
 
JACK: Patience. 
 
NARRATOR 4:  Soon the giant grew bored and headed back up the stalk. 

But Jack tended the garden every day. 
 
NARRATORS 1-5:  The vegetables grew and grew. 
 
NARRATOR 5:  In fact, whatever magic had produced the beanstalk 

seemed to be working on the other plants as well. 
 
NARRATOR 1:  Before long, the backyard was bursting with carrots, 

corn, potatoes, tomatoes, and asparagus. 
 
NARRATORS 1-5:  Everything was enormous. 
 
NARRATOR 2:  There was so much food, they didn’t know what to do, so 

Jack and his mother cooked up a feast. 
 
NARRATOR 3:  The smell spread across the village and all up the 

beanstalk. 
 
NARRATOR 4:  By dinnertime, everyone was there, even the Giants. It 

was the most stupendous meal anyone could remember. 
 
NARRATOR 5:  They all agreed that the food was delicious and 

nutritious. 
 
NARRATORS 1-5:  And best of all . . . 
 
EVERYONE: . . . were the French fries! 
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A Reader's Theater Script for 
 

The Legend of Rock Paper Scissors 
 

Written by Drew Daywalt,  illustrated by Adam Rex 
 

Reader's Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman 
(www.JudyReadsBooks.com)  

 
(For grades 2-5) 

 
Adapted from the book The Legend of Rock Paper Scissors, written by Drew Daywalt, illustrated by 
Adam Rex, published by Balzer + Bray, HarperCollins Publishers, 2017.  
 
Reader's Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman; reprinted with permission of the publisher, HarperCollins. 
Reader's Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman (www.JudyReadsBooks.com).  
 
 
ROLES:  Rock, Clothespin, Apricot, Paper, Computer Printer, Trail Mix, Scissors, Tape, 

Dinosaur Nuggets, Narrator 1, Narrator 2, Narrator 3, Narrator 4, Narrator 5 
 
 
NOTE:  If you need more parts, add more narrators. (When you hand out parts, say, “You are Narrator 
1 on pages 1 and 2, and you are Narrator 1 on pages 3 and 4,” etc.) Be sure to explain how stage 
directions are written in parentheses and in italics, to be followed by the actors but not to be read aloud. 
When you photocopy this or any script, run it single-sided. Double-sided scripts are confusing for 
children to follow.	

This	would	be	a	perfect	play	to	perform	with	a	combination	of	stick	puppets	(apricot,	
computer	printer,	trail	mix,	dinosaur-shaped	chicken	nuggets)	and	actual	artifacts	(rock,	clothespin,	
piece	of	lined	yellow	paper,	scissors,	roll	of	tape),	for	the	actors	to	use.	

And,	 of	 course,	 once	 you	 finish	 performing	 it	 out	 a	 couple	 of	 times,	 you’ll	 want	 your	
actors	to	pair	up	and	play	several	rounds	of	Rock	Paper	Scissors.	(See	an	excellent	explanation	for	
how	to	play	the	game	here:	www.wikihow.com/Play-Rock,-Paper,-Scissors.)	Or	have	them	play	
against	the	computer	here:	scratch.mit.edu/projects/13233655.	
	
	
	
NARRATOR	1:	 Have	you	ever	played	the	well-loved	game,	Rock	Paper	Scissors?	
	
NARRATOR 2: You might not know the origin of this game but today we are going to fill 

you in on the amazing and perhaps even true story. 
 
NARRATOR 3: Presenting our play, The Legend of Rock Paper Scissors, based on the 

book written by Drew Daywalt and illustrated by Adam Rex. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Hold on to your hats for this unbelievable saga! One, two, three . . .  
 
NARRATORS 1-5: GO! 
 
  



Legend of Rock Paper Scissors 2 

 
NARRATOR 5: Long ago, in an ancient and distant realm called the Kingdom of 

Backyard, there lived a warrior named ROCK.  
 
ROCK: That would be me, Rock. 
 
NARRATOR 1: Rock was the strongest in all the land, but he was sad because no one 

could give him a worthy challenge.  
 
NARRATOR 2: Rock traveled to the mysterious Forest of Over by the Tire Swing, where 

he met a warrior who hung on a rope, holding a giant’s underwear. 
 
CLOTHESPIN: Otherwise known as me, Clothespin. 
 
ROCK: DROP THAT UNDERWEAR AND BATTLE ME, YOU 

RIDICULOUS WOODEN CLIP-MAN! 
 
CLOTHESPIN: I will pinch you and make you cry, Rock Warrior! 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: ROCK VERSUS CLOTHESPIN! 
 
ROCK: I will bash you, Clothespin! (Rock bashes Clothespin)  
 
CLOTHESPIN: AAAGHHHHH! 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: ROCK IS VICTORIOUS! 
 
NARRATOR 3: Even though he had won, Rock was still unsatisfied. 
 
NARRATOR 4: So he journeyed on, to the mystical Tower of Grandma’s Favorite Apricot 

Tree. 
 
NARRATOR 5: There he was met by an odd and delicious fruit. 
 
APRICOT: Otherwise known as me, Apricot. 
 
ROCK: You, sir, look like a fuzzy little butt! 
 
APRICOT: WHAT?! I challenge you to a duel! 
 
ROCK: THEN LET US BATTLE! 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: ROCK VERSUS APRICOT!  
 
APRICOT: I will beat you, Rock, with my tart and tangy sweetness! 
 
ROCK: I will smoosh you, Apricot! (Rock smooshes Apricot)  
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NARRATORS 1-5: ROCK IS VICTORIOUS!  
 
APRICOT: Ugh, I am smooshed! 
 
ROCK: And yet, smooshing you has brought me no joy. 
 
NARRATOR 1: Rock turned to the many spectators in the Kingdom of Backyard, 

including Flowerpot, Pigeon, Squirrel, Tricycle, Tennis Ball, and Garden 
Hose. 

 
ROCK: ARE YOU NOT ENTERTAINED?! 
 
NARRATOR 2: They were entertained. 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: YES! HOORAY FOR ROCK! 
 
NARRATOR 3: But the battle had been too easy. 
 
NARRATOR 4: So Rock left the Kingdom of Backyard, still in search of a worthy foe. 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: MEANWHILE . . .  
 
NARRATOR 5: In the Empire of Mom’s Home Office, on lonely and windswept Desk 

Mountain, a second great warrior sought the glory of battle. 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: AND HIS NAME WAS PAPER. 
 
PAPER: That would be me, Paper. 
 
NARRATOR 1: Even though he was the smartest warrior in all the land, he was also sad, 

because no one could outwit him. 
 
NARRATOR 2: He set out across Desk Mountain to find his match. 
 
NARRATOR 3: There he met a large and square monster. 
 
PRINTER: Otherwise known as me, Computer Printer. 
 
NARRATOR 4: The large and square printer looked down upon the single piece of paper 

standing before it. 
 
PRINTER: I gobble up the likes of you and spit them out every day, little paper! 
 
PAPER: Oh? Then taste my fury, giant box-monster!  
 
NARRATORS 1-5: PAPER VERSUS COMPUTER PRINTER!  
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PAPER: I will slide into your paper feeder. (slides into Computer Printer’s paper 

slot) 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: ERROR MESSAGE! ERROR MESSAGE!  
 
PRINTER: NOOOO! NOT A PAPER JAM! 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: PAPER IS VICTORIOUS!  
 
NARRATOR 5: Having beaten the fiercest fighter of Desk Mountain, Paper climbed down 

to the Pit of Office Trash Bin, where he battled the most terrifying horde 
of creatures in all the land . . . 

 
NARRATORS 1-5: The HALF-EATEN BAG OF TRAIL MIX! 
 
TRAIL MIX: Otherwise known as me, the Half-Eaten Bag of Trail Mix. 
 
PAPER: I will jump into this trash can and blot out the sun from you, Half-

Eaten Bag of Trail Mix. (lies on top of bag) 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: PAPER VERSUS HALF-EATEN BAG OF TRAIL MIX!  
 
TRAIL MIX: AHHHHH! Foul wizard! He’s blotted out the sun! Run for your lives, 

laddies! 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: PAPER WINS AGAIN!  
 
PAPER: Can NO ONE beat me? 
 
NARRATOR 1: And so, with a heavy heart, Paper departed the Empire of Mom’s Home 

Office. 
 
NARRATOR 2: At the same time, in the Kitchen Realm, in the tiny village of Junk 

Drawer, there lived a third great warrior. 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: THEY CALLED HER SCISSORS. 
 
SCISSORS: That would be me, Scissors. 
 
NARRATOR 3: She was the fastest blade in all the land. 
 
NARRATOR 4: She too, was unchallenged. 
 
NARRATOR 5: On this day, her first opponent was a strange and sticky circle-man. 
 
ROLL OF TAPE: Otherwise known as me, Roll of Tape. 
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NARRATOR 1: Scissors confronted the strange and sticky circle-man. 
 
SCISSORS: Let us do battle, you tacky and vaguely round monstrosity! 
 
ROLL OF TAPE: I will battle you, and I will leave you beaten and confused with my 

adhesive and tangling powers! 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: SCISSORS VERSUS ROLL OF TAPE! 
 
PAPER: I will cut you into little pieces with my sharp and deadly blades. (slices 

Tape into little pieces) 
 
ROLL OF TAPE: That dastardly Scissors cut me into little pieces with her sharp and 

deadly blades! 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: SCISSORS IS VICTORIOUS!  
 
NARRATOR 2: Scissors forged on across the Kitchen Realm to the frigid wastes of 

Refrigerator/Freezer. 
 
NARRATOR 3: There she met her most fearsome adversaries yet . . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: DINOSAURS MADE OF FROZEN BREADED CHICKEN. 
 
NUGGETS: Otherwise known as us, Dinosaur-Shaped Chicken Nuggets. 
 
SCISSORS: I have come from the far reaches of kitchen to battle you, O bizarre 

and yummy breaded dinosaurs! 
 
NUGGETS: Bow before our child-pleasing shapes and flavors, sword master! No 

one can resist our crunchy awesomeness! 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: SCISSORS VERSUS DINOSAUR-SHAPED CHICKEN NUGGETS!  
 
NUGGETS: Attack! (Nugget leaps at Scissors) 
 
SCISSORS: ACK! 
 
NARRATOR 4: Dinosaur-shaped Chicken Nuggets win? 
 
SCISSORS: I will spear you with my two deadly blades! (Scissors spears Nuggets.) 
 
NUGGETS: ACK! 
 
NARRATOR 5: No, wait!  
 
NARRATOR 1: No, they don’t!  
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NARRATORS 1-5: SCISSORS IS VICTORIOUS AGAIN!  
 
SCISSORS: Am I so good that not even Dinosaur-shaped Chicken Nuggets can beat 

me? 
 
NARRATOR 2: And so Scissors, like rock and paper before her, traveled beyond her own 

kingdom, seeking out a challenger who was her equal. 
NARRATOR 3: Then one day, in the great cavern of Two-Car Garage . . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: Rock and Scissors came face to face. 
 
SCISSORS: I hope you’re wearing your battle pants, rock warrior. 
 
ROCK: If by “Battle Pants” you mean “No pants, but I’m willing to fight you,” 

then YES, I am wearing my battle pants, weird scissory one! ATTACK! 
(Rock jumps on Scissors) 

 
SCISSORS: ACK! 
 
NARRATOR 4: An epic and legendary battle ensued, but ultimately . . .  
 
NARRATORS 1-5: ROCK IS VICTORIOUS!  
 
 SCISSORS: You have made me so happy by beating me!  
  
 ROCK: I wish I felt your joy, scissors, for I have yet to meet a warrior who can 

beat me. 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: Up came Paper. 
 
PAPER: Hi there. 
 
ROCK: THOSE ARE FIGHTING WORDS! 
 
PAPER: Wait. WHAT? 
 
NARRATOR 5: Paper leapt up and covered Rock. 
 
ROCK: ACK! 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: ROCK VERSUS PAPER! 
 
ROCK: This is the best day of my life! Thank you for winning, O great knight 

of paper! 
 
PAPER: That’s fine for you, but it looks as though no one will ever beat me. 
 
SCISSORS: No to fast, Paper! 
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PAPER: Wait. WHAT? 
 
NARRATORS 1-5: SCISSORS VERSUS PAPER! 
 
NARRATOR 1: Scissors scissored Paper. 
 
PAPER: ACK! You beat me! 
 
NARRATOR 2: And the three great warriors hugged each other and danced for joy, and 

they became fast friends.  
 
NARRATOR 3: Finally, they had each met their matches. 
 
NARRATOR 4: They were so happy, in fact, that they began to battle again. 
 
NARRATOR 5: ‘Round and ‘round they went, in the most massive and epic three-way 

battle of all time! 
 
NARRATOR 1: And it is said that this most joyous struggle still rages on to this very day. 
 
NARRATOR 2: That is why children around the world—in backyards, on playgrounds, 

and yes, even in classrooms—still honor the three great warriors by 
playing . . . 

 
EVERYONE: ROCK (make rocks with fists), PAPER (make paper with flat hand, 

palms up), SCISSORS (make scissors with first two fingers held up in a 
V)!  
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A Reader’s Theater Script for 
 

Thousand Star Hotel 
 

Story by The Okee Dokee Brothers, Joe Mailander 
and Justin Lansing; Illustrations by Brandon Reese  

 
Reader's Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman 

(www.JudyReadsBooks.com)  
 

(For Grades 1-4) 
 
From THOUSAND STAR HOTEL, © 2017 by The Okee Dokee Brothers, Joe Mailander and 
Justin Lansing; Illustrations © 2017 by Brandon Reese.  Reprinted by permission of Sterling 
Children’s Books, 2017. 
 
Reader’s Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman (www.JudyReadsBooks.com); reprinted with 
permission of the publisher, Sterling Children’s Books. 
 
 
 
ROLES:  Narrator 1, Narrator 2, Narrator 3, Narrator 4, Mr. Muskrat, Mrs. Muskrat, 

Fish 
 
 
NOTE: If you need more parts, add four more narrators. (When you hand out parts, say, “You are 
Narrator 1 on pages 1-3, and you are Narrator 1 on pages 4-5,” and so on.)  

When you photocopy this or any script, run it single-sided. Double-sided scripts are confusing for 
children to follow. 
 
 
 
NARRATOR 1: Presenting the story, Thousand Star Hotel. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Our story comes from the book written by The Okee Dokee Brothers, 

Joe Mailander and Justin Lansing, and illustrated by Brandon Reese.  
 
NARRATOR 3: It may put you in mind of another story you know. 
 
NARRATOR 4: But first, meet our three main characters. 
 
MR. MUSKRAT: I’m Mr. Muskrat. I’m a river rat who sure would like to get rich. 
 
MRS. MUSKRAT: I’m Mrs. Muskrat. We may not have much, but I think we have enough. 
 
FISH: I’m a magical, giant golden catfish. I can grant wishes. 
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NARRATOR 1: There were once two river rats—muskrats, to be exact—who lived in a 

cabin near a big old river. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Sheltered by a willow tree, the cabin had cracked walls, and most of the 

roof had been lost in a storm. 
 
NARRATOR 3: Despite the cabin’s imperfections, Mr. and Mrs. Muskrat still called it 

home.  
 
NARRATOR 4: Every morning, after a breakfast of leftover soup, the river rats walked 

to the river to catch some fish. 
 
MR. MUSKRAT: I’m sick and tired of the same old soup. Today’s the day we catch 

enough fish to make us rich! 
 
MRS. MUSKRAT: Well, I’ll be happy if we catch enough fish for supper. That’s all we’d 

need. 
 
NARRATOR 1: Each evening, the river rats came home with just enough fish to cook 

that night. Nothing more. 
 
NARRATOR 2: One day, Mr. Muskrat felt a strong tug on his fishing line.  
 
MR. MUSKRAT: JUMPIN’ JIMINY! I’ve never felt a fish pull like this! I bet it’s the 

lunker we’ve been waitin’ for! 
 
NARRATOR 3: After much . . .  
 
NARRATOR 1 & 2: STRUGGLIN’ . . .  
 
NARRATOR 3 & 4: TUGGLIN’. . .  
 
NARRATOR 1-3: YANKIN’ . . .  
 
NARRATORS 1-4: and CRANKIN’ . . .  
 
NARRATOR 4: . . . they managed to catch a giant golden catfish whose scales 

shimmered like stars. 
 
NARRATOR 1: It burst out of the water and swam up to their boat, peering at the river 

rats through bulging eyes. 
 
FISH: Kind and gentle river rats. Show mercy, for I am a fish of great magic. 

And if you release me, I will grant you a wish. 
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NARRATOR 2: Mr. Muskrat was too dumbfounded to speak.  
 
MRS. MUSKRAT: A wish? Let’s see. Oh! A hammer and some nails to fix up our roof is all 

we’d really need. 
 
MR. MUSKRAT: Hammer? Nails? You gotta be kiddin’! This is our chance! We wish to 

live in a big, fancy house with a proper roof! 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: The fish flipped its tail once, then spoke. 
 
FISH: RIPPLES AND RUSHES, GUSTS AND GUSHES. 
 A FISH HAS BEEN FISHED, AND A WISH HAS BEEN . . .  
 
MR. MUSKRAT: WAIT JUST ONE RIVER-STINKIN’ MINUTE! I changed my mind. 

Surely we can wish for something better than a plain old house! 
 
MRS. MUSKRAT: Better? Well, I don’t know about that, but we could use a new soup 

kettle. Ours is worn out and starting to leak. But that’s all we’d ever 
need. 

 
NARRATOR 3: Mr. Muskrat frowned. 
 
NARRATOR 4: He didn’t want to settle for a kettle!  
 
NARRATOR 1: He wanted a life of luxury.  
 
MR. MUSKRAT: We wish to live in the biggest and best mansion on the river! 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Again the fish flipped its tail, and it spoke. 
 
FISH: RIPPLES AND RUSHES, GUSTS AND GUSHES. 
 A FISH HAS BEEN FISHED, AND A WISH HAS BEEN . . .  
 
MR. MUSKRAT: HOLD YOUR FISH FEATHERS! We can’t waste this wish. Let’s 

think of something even bigger than a mansion!  
 
MRS. MUSKRAT: Bigger? Why don’t we wish for a nice, warm quilt? That’s truly all we’d 

ever need. 
 
MR. MUSKRAT: You’re thinkin’ too small. A five star hotel is what we want. Imagine—

housekeeping, room service, and big fluffy pillows on a king-size bed! 
 
MRS. MUSKRAT: Five star, ten star. You could have a thousand star hotel and you’d still 

want more. 
 
MR. MUSKRAT: JUMPIN’ JIMINY! You’re brilliant! We wish to live in a thousand star 

hotel. 
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NARRATOR 2: Mrs. Muskrat opened her mouth to protest, but before she could . . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: Again the fish flipped its tail, and it spoke. 
 
FISH: RIPPLES AND RUSHES, GUSTS AND GUSHES. 
 A FISH HAS BEEN FISHED, AND A WISH HAS BEEN . . . 

WISHED! 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: And with that, the fish splashed into the river. 
 
NARRATOR 3: A glimmer of gold sparked below the surface and disappeared into the 

light of the setting sun. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Mrs. Muskrat gathered their things while Mr. Muskrat bounced ahead of 

his wife.  
 
MR. MUSKRAT: Just leave that stuff behind! Our troubled fishin’ days are over. 
 
NARRATOR 1: As they headed home through the last light of day, a strong gust of wind 

came from behind them.  
 
NARRATOR 2: It shook the oak trees and ripped through the willows. 
 
MRS. MUSKRAT: Oh, dear. Feel that wind! 
 
MR. MUSKRAT: It’s nothing. Stop worrying. When we get back, we’re going to order 

dinner from our thousand star room service! 
 
NARRATOR 3: The couple reached the grove at the end of the trail, but they didn’t see a 

hotel.  
 
NARRATOR 4: At the bottom of the hill, as usual, stood the muskrat’s cabin, with its 

cracked walls and crumbling roof.  
 
NARRATOR 1: The only difference was that the old willow tree had been blown down 

by the wind.  
 
NARRATOR 2: Mr. Muskrat threw his hat on the ground.   
 
NARRATOR 3: He kicked at the dirt and pulled at his hair.  
 
MR. MUSKRAT: THERE’S NO MAGIC! This is our old cabin, as weather-beaten and 

ramshackle as ever. We should’ve taken that fish into town and sold it! 
 
NARRATOR 4: Mrs. Muskrat called from inside the cabin. 
 
MRS. MUSKRAT: One moment, dear. You should come see this. 
  



Thousand Star Hotel 5 

 
NARRATOR 1: Mr. Muskrat walked inside.  
 
NARRATOR 2: His wife smiled at him and pointed up at the wide hole in the roof.  
 
NARRATOR 3: He tipped his head back and gasped.  
 
NARRATOR 4: Without the large willow hanging over the cabin, he now had a perfect 

view of the night sky and its thousands of twinkling stars.  
 
MR. MUSKRAT: JUMPIN’ JIMINY! Would you look at that! They’re beautiful. 
 
MRS. MUSKRAT: It looks like your wish really did come true. 
 
MR. MUSKRAT: Jumpin’ jiminy, I think you’re right. And ya know? This is all we ever 

needed. 
 
MRS. MUSKRAT: I agree. 
 
NARRATOR 1: That evening, the two river rats fell asleep while stargazing in their . . .  
 
NARRATORS 1-4: THOUSAND STAR HOTEL! 
 
NARRATOR 2: And they lived . . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-2: simply . . . 
 
NARRATORS 3-4: ever . . . 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: after. 
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A Reader's Theater Script 
for Chapter 1 of 

 

Orphan Island 
 

By Laurel Snyder 
 

Reader's Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman 
(www.JudyReadsBooks.com)  

 
(For grades 4-7) 

 
Adapted from the book Orphan Island, written by Laurel Snyder, published by Walden Pond Press, an 
imprint of HarperCollins Publishers, 2017. Reader's Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman 
(www.JudyReadsBooks.com); reprinted with permission of the publisher, HarperCollins.  
 
 
ROLES:  Jinny, Deen, Sam, New Girl, Narrator 1, Narrator 2, Narrator 3, Narrator 4 
 
 
NOTE:  If you need more parts, have two sets of narrators: Narrator 1 for the first 5 pages, and 
then a second Narrator 1 for the last 5 pages, and so on. (When you hand out parts, say, “You are Narrator 
1 on pages 1 to 5, and you are Narrator 1 on pages 5 to 10,” etc.) You can also choose to have fewer 
narrators, depending on the size of your group. One group can be tapped to read the script while the rest 
of the class is the audience. Or you can divide kids into two or three groups and have each find a quiet 
place in the room to act out its play. 

When you photocopy this or any script, be sure to number the pages and run it single-
sided so actors have an easier time keeping their places when it’s time to turn the page. Explain and 
demonstrate how the actors can make use of the stage directions, which are written in italics and enclosed 
in parentheses, even though they do not actually read them aloud during the play.  

This script is a distillation of Chapter 1 of Laurel Snyder’s captivating book, Orphan 
Island. After you read the first chapter aloud to your group, hand out scripts so they can live the story on a 
more personal level. Chapter 1 deals with the leaving by boat of the Orphan Island’s eldest child, Deen, 
and the arrival of the new youngest one on Changing Day.  
 
 
NARRATOR 1: Welcome to our reading of the first chapter of the book, Orphan Island, by 

Laurel Snyder. 
 
NARRATOR 2: It’s the story of nine children, orphans all, who live together on a magical 

island, with no grownups. They take care of each other and almost every 
day is perfect. 

 
NARRATOR 3: Except for today. Today, the oldest of them, Deen, their Elder, will be 

leaving on a boat and a new youngest one will be arriving. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Staying behind on the island will be Jinny, who, as the next oldest, will 

now be the new Elder.  
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NARRATOR 1: The other eight, in order of age, with each one a year younger than the 
next, are: Ben, now the Elder-in-training, Joon, Oz, Eevie, Jak, Nat, and 
Sam, plus the newest one, a girl, who will be Jinny’s Charge. 

 
NARRATORS 1-5: Here comes the boat! 
 
JINNY: (speaking to audience) I’m Jinny. Today is Changing day. I was lying on 

the old brown sofa, reading a book, when I heard the bell. 
 
NARRATORS 1-4: CLANG, CLANG, CLANG, CLANG! 
 
JINNY: (speaking to audience) I burst from my cabin and headed to the beach. All 

eight of us kids ran out of our cabins and raced for the bell. 
 
DEEN: (speaking to audience) I’m Deen. I’m the oldest. I had to ring the bell to 

summon everyone. 
 
NARRATOR 2: At the cove, all nine children lined up, breathless, staring out to sea, to 

watch the boat come in against the sunset. 
 
NARRATOR 3: Deen set the bell back on its hook. His Care, Sam, the youngest one, stood 

beside him. 
 
NARRATOR 4: There was thin Eevie, frowning at the lapping water as though it had done 

something wrong, and Oz and Jak, jostling each other.  
 
NARRATOR 1: Joon stood tall and straight at one end of the line, her gaze intent on the 

sea, and Nat waited patiently beside her, a book clutched in her hands. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Then there was Ben, just a year below Jinny and almost exactly her height, 

smiling his easy smile as he stared out at the water patiently. 
 
DEEN:  (speaking to audience) I was the one to spot the green boat, appearing 

through mist that wreathed the island, cutting through the whitecapped 
waves. That’s why I rang the bell. It’s time again for a Changing. 

 
JINNY: (speaking to audience) I don’t think it’s fair to Deen. After all, it’s his turn 

to leave the island. He shouldn’t have had to ring the bell too and stand on 
the beach, waiting alone. 

 
NARRATOR 3: Jinny edged closer to him now. She took his cold hand, and Deen gripped 

her fingers tightly, laced them with his own, but didn’t turn to look at her. 
 
NARRATOR 4: He kept his dark eyes trained on the boat in the distance, so Jinny did the 

same. He seemed strangely calm, unsurprised, almost like he’d been 
waiting for the boat. But his jaw was clenched firmly. 

 
NARRATOR 1: In a handful of silent minutes, the boat slipped into the cove and nestled its 

green prow in the sand at their bare feet.  
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NARRATOR 2: Then came the empty before moment. The strange heartbeat of time when 
the nine kids on the shore peered into the boat. Before anybody said a 
word. They all stared. At the shivering child staring back. 

 
JINNY: (speaking to audience) I knew I should be the one to speak first, to reach 

out a hand and help the kid out onto the island. This one would be mine, 
after all. My Care. 

 
NARRATOR 3: Jinny was the oldest after Deen, and would officially become elder the 

moment he stepped onto his boat. 
 
JINNY: (speaking to audience) I couldn’t seem to move my feet. I didn’t feel 

ready. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Jinny curled her toes into the damp sand and squeezed Deen’s fingers. He 

squeezed her back but then let go, leaving Jinny’s hand lonely. She 
dropped it to her side. 

 
SAM: (speaking to audience) Last year, I was the kid in the boat. (sniffles) I 

belong to Deen. I like to follow him like a shadow everywhere he goes. I 
share his sleeping cabin. After I came last year, Deen taught me 
everything about the island. Why does he have to go now? 

 
NARRATOR 1: The new arrival was a girl, of course. It was a girl year. Her eyes were 

huge in her face, stunned. Her chin trembled, and her black curls were 
damp with sea spray. 

 
NARRATOR 2: The girl was pretty, but that didn’t matter. Really, kids all looked the same 

sitting in the boat. Boy or girl, fat or thin, dark or light. They looked damp, 
lost, and snot faced. The salt spray made their noses run. 

 
NARRATORS 1-4: Now everyone was waiting. 
 
JINNY: (speaking to audience) They were all standing there, waiting for me to say 

something to the new girl. I was taking too long and I knew it, but it was 
hard to speak. I was frozen in the moment I’d been dreading for hundreds 
of sleeps. 

 
NARRATOR 3: At last she forced herself forward. Her feet stuttered in the sand as she 

reached one arm stiffly into the boat, hand open, palm up. 
 
JINNY: HEY! What’s your name? 
 
NEW GIRL: (Stares at Jinny’s outstretched hand and then other kids. Shakes head no.) 
 
JINNY: Oh, come on. There’s nothing to be afraid of. Get out of the boat! 
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NARRATOR 4: Jinny didn’t want to scare the new girl and more than she was already 
scared. Everything would be so much easier if she stepped out on her own. 

 
NEW GIRL: (stares it Jinny) Mama? 
 
JINNY: (shakes her head no) No. No mama. We don’t have mamas here. But it’ll 

be okay. I promise. You just need to climb out. Now! 
 
NARRATOR 1: She didn’t mean to sound heartless, but the new arrivals always did this at 

first. Soon enough the girl would forget about mama. She would come to 
understand—the island was instead. The island was better. 

 
NEW GIRL: (squeezes eyes shut) No. 
 
JINNY: (takes a deep breath and leans in toward new girl) Come on. You can do 

it. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Jinny put a foot in the boat, and it shifted and shook slightly with her 

weight. But it didn’t drift. The boat never drifted. 
 
NEW GIRL: (squeezes eyes shut) Ah! 
 
NARRATOR 3: Nobody had any idea how the boat worked. It arrived at this same spot, 

through the thick mist as if pulled by an invisible string. Then it left again, 
a few minutes later, the same way. The boat was as reliable as anything, as 
sure of the stars. 

 
NARRATOR 4: Jinny reached for the girl. Gripping her under her thin arms, Jinny dragged 

her forcibly from her spot on the plank seat and up over the green side of 
the boat, and then swung the girl up onto her hip. She plunked her down 
heavily in the sand, harder than she meant to. 

 
NEW GIRL: UHHF! 
 
NARRATOR 1: After that, Jinny pushed the girl from her thoughts. The boat was empty. 

Waiting. Jenny turned to look at Deen. 
 
JINNY: Are you . . . ready? 
 
DEEN: Guess so. I guess it’s time, huh? Well. So.  
 
NARRATOR 2: Sam broke from the line of kids and ran forward, burying his face in 

Deen’s belly. 
 
SAM: Noooo. Don’t go, Deen. 
 
DEEN: Hey, hey. I’ll miss you, buddy. But there’s no need to cry. I’ll see you all 

again, on the other side. When your turn comes. Right? 
 
  



Orphan Island 5 

NARRATOR 3: Nobody answered him, but behind Deen, the boat rocked impatiently. He 
looked back over his shoulder at Jinny, as if for help. But his voice was 
flat, as it had been so often lately. As though he was reciting the words. 
They didn’t feel true, exactly. They didn’t feel like he meant them, not the 
way he should 

 
DEEN: (crouches down to look at Sam) I have to go, Sam-man. But you’ll be 

okay. The others will take care of you. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Ben stepped forward, lifted Sam in a hug, and carried him wordlessly 

away. He walked steadily back toward the path and the cabins. 
 
JINNY: (speaking to audience) It’s wonderful how Ben always seems to know just 

what to do. Ben is so good. What must it feel like to be always so good? 
It’s just as well Sam left. Nothing will make the next few moments any 
easier for him. And how many times can a person say good-bye?  

 
NARRATOR 1: Eventually the sun would slip into the sea. Deen had to climb into the boat 

before it got too dark. Everyone knew that. 
 
NARRATOR 2: One by one, the other kids Deen good-bye and choked back their tears, or 

didn’t, and straggled back to their cabins to eat or read or climb under 
their covers and sleep heavily. It would be a silent night. It always was. 

 
NARRATOR 3: Deen didn’t cry, so Jinny willed herself not to. She reached out to him for 

the last time, wishing he’d soften into his old self. She waited for him to 
speak first. Her best friend. Her brother. But he didn’t speak. He only 
pulled away. 

 
JINNY: Oh. (speaking to audience) Deen is the only person left in my world who 

was here when I arrived on the island. There’s always been Deen. Now he 
is leaving and I’ll become Elder, the tallest tree with the longest memory. I 
don’t feel ready. 

 
NARRATOR 4: What the children knew—all they knew—was the island itself, years of 

running on the beach, singing by the fire, plucking fruit from the trees and 
fish from the nets. Salt and sand and sun. They only knew the good of it. 

 
NARRATOR 1: For Jinny, this changing would be different. She could feel it being etched 

into her memory. She hoped Deen felt the same. 
 
NARRATOR 2: She looked at him and memorized his face—smooth skin with the 

cheekbones sharp beneath them. Had he always looked like that? Jinny 
didn’t think of Deen as sharp. When had that happened? Deen could 
pretend not to care, but she refused. 

 
JINNY: I don’t want you to leave. 
 
DEEN: Well, for once, you don’t get what you want.  
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JINNY: Don’t say that. It’s not funny. 
 
DEEN: It’ll only be a year. Then I’ll see you again. 
 
JINNY: You don’t know that. You don’t know where the boat goes. Nobody does. 

It could take you over the edge of the earth. On into the jaws of some 
ravening sea creature, like in a book. It’s nice to be cheerful in front of the 
littles, but really you could just sail off into the sea forever, until you 
wasted away from hunger. Couldn’t you? 

 
DEEN: Well, that’s a happy thought. 
 
JINNY: Maybe I shouldn’t have said that. But you know it’s the truth, and you 

don’t seem to care. It’s almost like you want to go away. Or like you’re 
already gone. Like you’ve been gone. Why? 

 
DEEN: Cut it out. It’s not that simple, Jinny. I can’t explain . . . how this feels. 

Not even to you. You wouldn’t understand. 
 
JINNY: Try me. 
 
DEEN: I don’t know how. Anyway, I have to get in the boat. Why do you want to 

go and make it harder for me? Why do you want to fight now? 
 
NARRATOR 3: Jinny’s mouth snapped shut, and her eyes darted to the sand. Was that 

what she was doing? She hadn’t meant to. She had only wanted him to 
care. 

 
JINNY: I’m sorry. I’ll miss you, is all. A lot. 
 
DEEN: Of course you will. And me, too. But it’s not like I have a choice in this, 

you know.  
 
JINNY: (biting her lip, speaking slowly) Well, maybe you do have a choice. I 

mean, you could . . . stay. 
 
DEEN: Stay? 
 
JINNY: (nods, glancing up at Deen) 
 
DEEN: You know I can’t do that, Jinny.  
 
JINNY: Why not? 
 
DEEN: Because. (angrily) You know the words: “Nine on an island, orphans all, 

Any more . . .”  
 
JINNY: (laughs meanly) “The sky might fall?” 
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DEEN: (shrugs) That’s how the song goes . . . 
 
JINNY: The thing is, skies don’t actually fall. Just look at it. (looks up and points 

at the sky) Did you ever see something so permanent? It’s just a silly little 
song. Who knows who even made it up. Probably some Elder years back, 
to entertain their Care. I could make up a song, too, if I wanted. I could 
even rhyme if I tried. Like this: “Everyone must go away; Except Deen. 
Yes, Deen should stay.” There! How’s that? Now will you stay, since it 
rhymed and all? 

 
DEEN: Listen, Jinny, the island has rules for a reason. We have to follow them. 

Remember what happened the time Tate picked all the curlyferns, even 
though everyone knows you’re never supposed to pick the last of 
anything, ever? And then they never grew again? We were so mad at her! 
Remember how god those ferns were, and now they’re gone? 

 
JINNY: That’s different. That rule made sense. This one doesn’t. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Deen turned away and stared at the green boat. 
 
DEEN: Stop it, Jinny. This is the way it works. I have to leave. And next year, it 

will be your turn. So you better get used to the idea. What would happen if 
we all just stayed forever? 

 
JINNY: I don’t know. And neither do you. It might be fine . . . 
 
DEEN: But it might not. And what if the sky did fall? What if it broke to bits? 
 
JINNY: Skies don’t break, Deen. 
 
DEEN: (sharply) Enough, Jinny! The boat comes when the boat comes. You 

can’t just do whatever you feel like all the time. And anyway . . . 
 
JINNY: Anyway what? 
 
DEEN: Anyway . . . I might be ready . . . for something else. Did you ever think 

about that? That I might be curious what’s out there? (shades brow with 
hand and looks out to sea) Aren’t you curious? At least a little bit? Don’t 
you want to see what more there is? 

 
JINNY: Oh. Well, if you want to go, that’s different. Don’t let me stop you. 
 
DEEN: You’ll understand. You will, when it’s your turn. It’s . . . different. You’ll 

change, too. 
 
JINNY: (shakes her head) 
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NARRATOR 1: Jinny didn’t say anything. What could she say to that? If she tried. She 
knew she’d cry. Deen had changed. He’d been odd for sleeps and sleeps, 
and she hated it. Deen waded into the surf and climbed into the green boat. 

 
DEEN: I’m done talking about this. I’ll see you when you come? 
 
JINNY: No, Deen! Wait! 
 
NARRATOR 2: Deen couldn’t leave like that. Fighting. He wouldn’t. 
 
NARRATOR 3: But that’s exactly what he did do. Because the minute he sat down on the 

low plank seat, the green boat backed into the cove and then turned and 
zipped away. In a true straight line, quickly out into the open water, back 
to wherever it came from. No different from any other year. 

 
NARRATOR 4: The boat didn’t know they were fighting. The boat didn’t give them an 

extra minute to make up. The boat had someplace to be. As he sped off, 
Deen turned back to look at her over his shoulder. He called out 
something. But what? Jinny could see his mouth open and close.  

 
DEEN: (calls out something garbled, throws hand into the air and waves 

goodbye) 
 
NARRATOR 1: He threw a hand sharply into the air, but whatever he said was lost in the 

spray and mist as they swallowed him. Jinny watched the boat disappear 
until all she could see was water and distance. It happened so fast. 

 
JINNY: (reaches out both arms to the departed boat) Deen! 
 
NARRATOR 2: She found herself standing, reaching out both arms, in the direction the 

boat had gone. Both hands with outstretched fingers, grasping. As if there 
was something in the air she might be able to clutch. 

 
NARRATOR 3: Her last minutes with Deen had been the absolute wrong moments. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Now Jinny is Elder. She has a new Charge, that little girl who just arrived. 

Her name is Ess. Jinny will need to teach her everything about the island 
and how it works.  

 
NARRATOR 1: Someday, in a year, it will be Jinny’s turn to leave behind the other eight 

children, just like Deen did. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Unless she can figure out a way to stay.  
 
NARRATOR 3: What will happen to Jinny and the other orphans on the island? 
 
NARRATOR 4: You’ll be more than satisfied to find out when you read the rest of Orphan 

Island by Laurel Snyder.  
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A Reader's Theater Script for 
 

The Vanderbeekers of 141st Street 
 

By Karina Yan Glaser 
 

Reader's Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman 
(www.JudyReadsBooks.com) 

 
(For grades 3-6) 

 
Adapted from the book, The Vanderbeekers of 141st Street, written by Karina Yan Glaser, published by 
Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company, ©2017. Reader's Theater adaptation by Judy Freeman 
(www.JudyReadsBooks.com); reprinted with permission of the publisher, Houghton Mifflin Harcourt.  
 
 
ROLES:  Papa, Mama, Isa, 12; Jessie, 12; Oliver, 9; Hyacinth, 6; Laney, 4¾ 

Narrator 1, Narrator 2, Narrator 3, Narrator 4 
 
 
NOTE:  If you need more parts, have two sets of narrators: Narrator 1 for the first 5 pages, and then a 
second Narrator 1 for the last 5 pages, and so on. (When you hand out parts, say, “You are Narrator 1 on 
pages 1 to 5, and you are Narrator 1 on pages 5 to 9,” etc.) You can also choose to have fewer narrators, 
depending on the size of your group. One group can be tapped to read the script while the rest of the class 
is the audience. Or you can divide kids into two or three groups and have each group find a quiet place in 
the room to act out the play together. 

When you photocopy this or any script, be sure to number the pages and run it single-sided so 
actors have an easier time keeping their places when it’s time to turn the page. Explain and demonstrate 
how the actors can make use of the stage directions, which are written in italics and enclosed in 
parentheses, even though they do not actually read them aloud during the play.  

This script is a distillation of Chapter 1 of Karina Yan Glaser’s charmer of a chapter book, The 
Vanderbeekers of 141st Street, introducing all of the five children and their parents. After you read the 
first chapter aloud to your group, then hand out scripts so they can live the story on a more personal level.  
 
 
 
NARRATOR 1: Welcome to our play of the first chapter of the book, The Vanderbeekers of 

141st Street, by Karina Yan Glaser. 
 
NARRATOR 2: It’s the story of the five Vanderbeeker brothers and sisters who live with 

their parents, Mama and Papa, in a big apartment in Harlem, New York 
City. (actors playing Mama and Papa wave to the audience) 

 
NARRATOR 3: (actors playing the kids wave as their names are said) The oldest are 

Jessie and Isa, the twins, who are twelve. Then there’s Oliver, nine, the 
only boy; Hyacinth, who’s six; and the youngest, Laney, who’s four and 
three quarters. 
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NARRATOR 4: It’s Friday, December 20, and Mama and Papa are about to give them 

some very bad news. 
 
NARRATORS 1-4:  (cup ear with right hand) Let’s listen in. 
 
NARRATOR 1: In the middle of a quiet block on 141st Street, inside a brownstone made of 

deep red shale, the Vanderbeeker family gathered in the living room for a 
family meeting. 

 
NARRATOR 2: Their pets—a dog named Franz, a cat named George Washington, and a 

house rabbit named Paganini—sprawled on the carpet, taking afternoon 
naps in a strip of sunlight. 

 
NARRATOR 3: The pipes rumbled companionably within the brownstone walls. Papa 

opened the meeting. 
 
PAPA: Kids, do you want the good news or the bad news first? 
 
NARRATOR 4: The five Vanderbeeker kids looked at their parents. 
 
ISA & LANEY Good news. 
 
JESSIE, OLIVER, 
& HYACINTH: Bad news. 
 
PAPA: Right-o. Good news first. 
 
NARRATOR 1: Papa paused and adjusted his glasses. 
 
PAPA: You kids all know how much Mama and I love you, right? 
 
NARRATOR 2: Oliver, who was nine years and wise to the ways of the world, put down 

his book and squinted. 
 
OLIVER: Are you guys getting divorced? Jimmy L’s parents got divorced. Then 

they let him get a pet snake. 
 
NARRATOR 3: Oliver kicked the back of his sneakers against the tall stack of ancient 

encyclopedias he was sitting on. 
 
PAPA: No, we’re— 
 
NARRATOR 4: Six-year-old Hyacinth whispered, tears pooling in her round eyes— 
 
HYACINTH: Is it true? 
 
MAMA: Of course we’re— 
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NARRATOR 1: Laney, who was four and three-quarters years old, stopped practicing her 

forward rolls on the carpet. She was wearing an outfit of red plaids, 
lavender stripes, and aqua polka dots that she had matched herself. 

 
LANEY: What’s a dorce? 
 
NARRATOR 2: Twelve-year-old Jessie glared at her parents from behind chunky black 

eyeglasses. 
 
JESSIE: It means Mama and Papa don’t love each other anymore. What a 

nightmare! 
 
NARRATOR 3: Isa, Jessie’s twin, was holding her violin and jabbing her bow against the 

arm of the couch. 
 
ISA: We’ll have to split our time between them. Alternating holidays and 

summers and whatnot. I think I’m going to be sick. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Mama threw up her hands. 
 
MAMA: STOP! Just . . . everyone, please stop. Papa and I are not getting a divorce. 

Absolutely not. We’re going about this all wrong. 
 
NARRATOR 1: Mama glanced at Papa, took a deep breath, and briefly closed her eyes. Isa 

noticed dark circles under her mom’s eyes that hadn’t been there the week 
before. 

 
MAMA: Let’s start over. First, answer this question: on a scale of one to ten, how 

much do you like living here? 
 
NARRATOR 2: The Vanderbeeker kids considered Mama’s question. They glanced 

around at their home, a brownstone in Harlem, New York City. 
 
NARRATOR 3: It consisted of the basement; a ground floor with a living room that flowed 

into an open kitchen, a bathroom, and a laundry room. 
 
NARRATOR 4: The first floor had three bedrooms, a walk-in-closet-turned-bedroom 

where Oliver lived, and another bathroom, all lined up in a row. 
 
NARRATOR 1: A door on the ground floor opened up to a skinny backyard, where a 

mommy cat and her new litter of kittens made their home under a 
hydrangea bush. 

JESSIE, ISA, 
HYACINTH, 
& LANEY: TEN! 
 
OLIVER: A MILLION! 
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LANEY: It’s the best place in the world. 
 
ISA: We’ve lived here most of our lives. It’s the perfect home. 
 
JESSIE: Except the Beiderman, of course. 
 
NARRATOR 2: The Beiderman lived on the brownstone’s third floor. He was a seriously 

unpleasant man. He was also their landlord. 
 
PAPA: MR. Beiderman, you mean. And funny you mention him. 
 
NARRATOR 3: Papa stood up and started pacing the length of the couch. His face was so 

grim that his ever-present smile creases disappeared. 
 
PAPA: I didn’t see this coming, but Mr. Beiderman just told me he’s not renewing 

our lease. 
 
JESSIE: He’s not renewing our lease? 
 
OLIVER: What a punk! 
 
LANEY: What’s a lease? 
 
PAPA: Now, you have all done a great job this past year respecting Mr. 

Beiderman and his need for privacy and quiet. I mean, I thought for sure 
he would have kicked us out a couple of years ago when Oliver hit that 
baseball through his window, or when Franz used his front door like a fire 
hydrant. I’m surprised he’s making us leave now, after a spotless record 
this year. 

 
NARRATOR 4: The kids nodded and looked back at Papa with innocent eyes, all except 

Oliver, who was hoping no one remembered the little incident earlier that 
year when his Frisbee snapped a sprinkler pipe, causing a blast of water to 
shoot right into the Beiderman’s open window. 

 
PAPA: Kids, we have to move at the end of the month. 
 
JESSIE: Are you serious? We’ve been so good, there might as well be halos above 

our heads! 
 
OLIVER: I haven’t bounced a basketball in front of the building in months! 
 
LANEY: What’s a lease? 
 
JESSIE: Isa has to practice her violin in the freaking dungeon! 
 
MAMA: Jessie! Language! 
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ISA: I like practicing down there. 
 
PAPA: We have a lease with Mr. Beiderman. It’s an agreement between us for 

living here. 
 
LANEY: So that means he doesn’t want us? 
 
MAMA: It’s not that. 
 
LANEY: I think the Beiderman needs hugs. 
 
JESSIE: So that’s it? We’ve only got eleven days left here? 
 
ISA: He’s really going to make us move right after Christmas? 
 
HYACINTH: Is it because I can’t keep Franz quiet? 
 
NARRATOR 1: When the basset hound heard Hyacinth say his name, his tail gave a little 

wag and his eyes fluttered open, then drifted closed again. 
 
ISA: I think it’s my fault. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Her siblings stared at her. No one could imagine perfect Isa ever being the 

cause of getting kicked out of their home. 
 
ISA: You know, because of my violin playing. 
 
MAMA: Kids, it’s no one’s fault. Remember how Papa and Uncle Arthur installed 

those energy-saving windows last year? Those windows are much more 
soundproof than the old ones. We’ve done all we can to persuade Mr. 
Beiderman to let us stay. I even left a box of lavender macarons outside 
his door. 

 
NARRATOR 3: As a professional pastry chef, Mama took macarons, the delicate little 

round French cookies, very seriously. 
 
OLIVER: What a waste! 
 
ISA: Will our new place have a basement? So I can practice? 
 
JESSIE: I’m only moving if I can have a science lab in the new place. With a 

Bunsen burner. And new Erlenmeyer flasks. 
 
OLIVER: My room’s going to look exactly the same, right? Like, exactly? 
 
HYACINTH: Will we move close by? So Franz can keep all his doggie friends? 
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NARRATOR 4: The other kids’ eyes widened. They’d never considered that they might 

have to leave the neighborhood where they knew everyone on the block by 
name, age, and hairstyle. 

 
PAPA: I’ve lived in this neighborhood my whole life. My job is here. 
 
NARRATOR 1: Only Hyacinth noticed that he didn’t answer her question or look anyone 

in the eye when he said that. 
 
PAPA: Listen, kids, I have to fix the wobbly bannister on the second floor and 

then take the building trash out. But we’re not done talking about this, 
okay? 

 
NARRATOR 2: Papa took his worn blue coveralls off the coat hanger and pulled them 

over the work clothes he was wearing for his computer repair job. The 
coveralls looked like something an auto mechanic might wear. 

 
NARRATOR 3: He observed the somber faces of his kids. 
 
PAPA: I’m really sorry about this. I know you love this place. But I promise this 

will turn out okay. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Papa slipped out the door. The kids hated it when their parents talked 

about things turning out okay. How could they know? 
 
NARRATOR 1: Before they could start in with more questions, Mama’s cell phone pinged. 

She glanced at the caller and then at her kids. 
 
MAMA: I have to get this. But . . . don’t worry. We’ll talk about it more, I promise! 
 
NARRATOR 2: The kids watched her rush up the stairs and heard her answer her phone. 
 
MAMA: Yes, Mrs. Mitchell. Thank you for calling. We’re very interested in that 

apartment you listed. 
 
NARRATOR 3: Then they heard her bedroom door shutting. 
 
OLIVER: Move! That’s bananas. Rotten Beiderman! 
 
ISA: I can’t imagine not living here. I really hope it wasn’t my violin playing 

that caused all this. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Isa had discovered Mr. Beiderman’s particular distaste for instruments six 

years ago, when she was in first grade. She was performing “Twinkle, 
Twinkle, Little Star” on her tiny, one-eighth-sized instrument for their 
second floor neighbor, Miss Josie. 
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NARRATOR 1: Isa stood outside Miss Josie’s apartment, but halfway through her song, 

Mr. Beiderman’s door on the third floor burst open. He yelled down the 
staircase for the terrible racket to stop or he would call the police. 

 
NARRATOR 2: The police! On a six-year-old violinist! Then the door slammed. Isa was in 

tears. 
 
NARRATOR 3: Miss Josie invited her in and fed her cookies and gave her a pretty lace 

handkerchief to dry her tears. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Then Miss Josie insisted that Isa keep the handkerchief, which Isa to this 

day stowed in her violin case. 
 
JESSIE: It makes no sense. Newton’s third law says that for every action there is an 

equal and opposite reaction. Now consider this. Papa does so much for the 
building. He keeps the front stoop clean, he rakes leaves, he shovels snow. 
So what about Newton’s third law? The Beiderman kicking us out of the 
building is not an equal reaction. 

 
LANEY: I want to see a Newton. 
 
ISA: I don’t think that law applies here. 
 
JESSIE: Newton’s laws apply to everything. 
 
OLIVER: Uncle Arthur helps with the big repairs. 
 
JESSIE: Papa does all the daily stuff. And he fixes Uncle Arthur’s laptop whenever 

it breaks. 
 
NARRATOR 1: Oliver pulled the N encyclopedia from the stack he was sitting on and 

flipped through it. 
 
OLIVER: Newton is this guy. (shows picture in book to Laney) 
 
LANEY: He has very nice hair. 
 
JESSIE: Don’t read that. Those books are sixty years old and full of inaccurate 

science. 
 
ISA: Okay, people. Let’s get back on topic. I figure we have until Christmas to 

convince the Beiderman to let us stay. 
 
JESSIE: That’s only four and a half days! (looks at her wristwatch and then looks 

up) One hundred and six hours. 
 
ISA: Exactly. Less than five days, people. Who has ideas? 
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LANEY: Give him lots of hugs? 
 
OLIVER: Let’s spray-paint his door. With disgusting bathroom words. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Isa ignored her brother. 
 
ISA: Laney, I think you’re right. We should try to do nice things for the 

Beiderman. You know, change his mind about us. 
 
NARRATOR 3: Jessie and Oliver looked skeptical. Hyacinth looked scared. Laney looked 

ready to give out hugs. Lots of hugs. 
 
OLIVER: I’d be willing to do nice things for him. If he lets us stay. 
 
JESSIE: I guess I can try to be nice to him. Although if this doesn’t work, Oliver 

and I totally get to spray paint his door. What do you think, Hyacinth? 
 
HYACINTH: He scares me. 
 
OLIVER:  It’s five against one! What could he do to us, anyway? 
 
ISA: I know you can do this, Hyacinth. You need to channel Hyacinth the 

Brave. 
 
HYACINTH: I’ll try. 
 
ISA: Wouldn’t it be great if we were able to convince the Beiderman to let us 

stay? It would be like giving Mama and Papa the most amazing Christmas 
present ever. 

 
NARRATOR 4: The Vanderbeeker kids thought about giving their parents the Best 

Christmas Present Ever. 
 
NARRATOR 1: Of course, Hyacinth had already made presents for them—she had 

completed them two months ago—but she liked the idea of a group gift. 
 
NARRATOR 2: Oliver, who had spent quite a bit of time contemplating what he was going 

to get for Christmas, just remembered he was expected to give gifts as 
well. 

 
OLIVER: Mama and Papa deserve an amazing present from us. Let’s keep it a 

secret. 
 
ISA: (looks skeptically at Oliver) You haven’t gotten them anything yet, have 

you? 
 
OLIVER: Uhhh. If it’s a secret, we need to make sure that you-know-who doesn’t 

spill the beans. (nods his head toward Laney)  
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JESSIE: Laney, this is a secret. 
 
LANEY: Right. 
 
JESSIE: Right what? 
 
LANEY: Right, let’s be nice to Beegermack. 
 
JESSIE: Yes, but we’re going to keep it a secret from Mama and Papa. Right, 

Laney? 
 
LANEY: Right! 
 
NARRATOR 3: The five kids started exchanging ideas for winning over the man on the 

third floor. Operation Beiderman had officially begun. 
 
NARRATOR 4: They tried to feel hopeful about their plan, but in the back of each of their 

minds, they were all thinking the same thing. 
 
JESSIE, ISA,   
OLIVER, HYACINTH, 
& LANEY: How do you make friends with a man you have never seen and who 

has not left his apartment in six years? 
 
NARRATOR 1: It won’t be easy. 
 
NARRATOR 2: It might be impossible. 
 
NARRATOR 3: But the five Vanderbeeker kids won’t give up without a fight. 
 
NARRATOR 4: Read The Vanderbeekers of 141st Street by Karina Yan Glaser to see what 

Isa, Laney, Jessie, Oliver, and Hyacinth plan for Operation Beiderman.  
 

	


